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carry it, or something or other. At length I got my way, and one of the party made his appearance. They were not English ; but this man, a German, could speak English. I gave him the letter of introduction I had to Mr. Thomas (?) at\Palermo, and begged him to say I forget what; and thanked him most fervently,""and felt much relieved, though it was not much which I did, or he promised. After a time, I suppose towards the evening, I managed to be put sideways, and held on the mule, and so set off for Castro Giovanni or Juan. The parting with the poor people in the tent was very affectionate. I asked their name and said I would mention it in England. (I have forgotten it.) My servant burst into tears, though I should not have thought him especially tender. It was, I suppose, four miles to Castro Giovanni, and uphill, very steep. When we got there we could get no room ; nothing appeared possible but some damp and dark place, which my servant would not consent to. Some friars (in brown ?) passed by, and I entreated my servant to ask them to take me into a monastery. At length I got a very nice comfortable room in the house of a man of some property who let lodgings. I was put to bed ; the medical man who had felt my pulse and was (they say) the chief in the place was out of the way, and they brought in another, who was said to be inferior, but I mad© much of him. He had moustaches and a harsh voice.
ITow I do not know how to relate what comes. I shall recollect so irregularly, and medical and other circumstances so mingled together ; and there were some things I do not like to put on paper. [First, they determined to take blood from me. I preferred my instep to my arm, thinking they might not be skilful. They struck once, and I think again, and no blood came. I thought myself going. (I cannot quite tell whether or not I am colouring this, so let me say once for all that any descriptions of my feelings should be attended all through with 'I believe,' for I have half-recollections— glimpses which vanish when I look right at them.) My servant was so distressed he fainted away. At last the blood came. I had three incisions. It was very like cupping. They took away four ounces—little enough. Mr. Babington, to whom I told it afterwards, said it could do me no good; but they said they were afraid to do more, I seemed so weak. I cannot tell whether I was myself the next morning. I have vague recollections of medicine being given me more than once, with an injunction to close me with cold lemonade,*                                                                     B Brii lirKt.) I, rtu'olh'ijt luiking luni lio Kititl |im(v«»r.4- - IM^ wu<l, y«*H I had had a pl.in ofc" to him **« Kwn<Ujr'«i uiitl Itiwl hoped to do it on tho         It*
